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wife stood all the while looking at him and speech-
less. Not a word passed between them. There was
a little lovely talk interspersed with the ringing
of Swami's laughter, with the step-mother, and the
Swami enquired about every one of his family, and
thus closed the interview, and these pilgrims with-
drew from the room. I thought how tragic is the
association of little minds with the great, and how
the relations of one with the other end in pathetic
separations while both live breathing the same air
and seeing the same sun. They were sent back. It
was after full one year when I met Swami again at
Vashoon or Vashishtha Ashram, that he said many
little sweet things to me when he and I sat alone on
a green sward of the Himalayas and I distinctly
remember his telling me:
" Puranji! Rama never knew that this ochre garb
is not of freedom. Slaves have begun to wear these
robes and they have made it so formal, so conven-
tional that Rama feels impatient about it now.
When he next goes down to the plains, in a foil
assembly, he will tear his robe into pieces in public,
and announce that the orange robe of the Sanyas!
is no more a vehicle of freedom.**
"You remember Rama told you to send Rama's
family people at Hardwar and you got so enraged.
Rama too has a heart, but that time he thought of
obeying the laws of the robe he was wearing, It
was a formal refusal on his part to see them* How
can man forget his personal relations, when emotion
still stirs in his breast, be it f or God or for